CHAPTER  XXVII.

FROM BONA TO  CONSTANTINE.

WHEN we had taken possession of our rooms at the
hotel, upon our arrival at Bona, our attention was at-
tracted to a group of Arabs on the large open Place
d'Armes, which lay opposite our windows and was planted with
trees. In front of the Arab butcher's shop, next to a cafe, two
lions, recently killed in the vicinity, had just been skinned, and
their hides, still warm, were being cleansed and scraped. Un-
fortunately their carcasses had been cut up, else it would have
been a rare opportunity of studying the anatomy. Since the
French occupation of Algeria, lions, and other ferocious beasts,
have almost disappeared. The country around Bona is still the
wooded and hilly district where most lions are seen and hunted.

At Philippeville, a sea-coast city in direct line from Mar-
seilles to Constantine, we found ourselves at five o'clock one
morning trying to kill an hour before the departure of the train
for Constantine. It was too dark to see anything. The unin-
teresting town had all its doors and blinds closed, and the shops
their shutters; even the hard and dirty benches of the railway-
station were not at our disposal at that early hour; the only
signs of life being in the locomotive getting up steam, and in a
few busy Arabs of the port unloading vessels, while still others
were pestering us with their demands for more pourboire for